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struggle, to become more and more consciously
citizens of this land.

It is not the anniversary of the war itself, but
the following Sunday, which has been appointed
as a day of national re-dedication to whatever
ideal of service each individual may pursue.
A night of terrible bombing has followed the
onslaught upon Kensington which almost
wrecked my friend's house, and we realise that
the aerial Blitzkrieg has entered a new phase
which is going to make fresh demands upon the
endurance of us who imagined that we knew,
by now, what air raids meant.

Going out in the early morning to inspect
the damage caused by the seven bombs that
fell upon our district, I wish with all my heart
that I possessed a better endowment of natural
courage with which to face the ordeal before
us. Feeling cold in the pale morning sunshine
after the shock of last night's bombing, I try
to reconstruct, from the scene of ruin before me,
the former appearance of the wide, pleasant
avenue whose houses run parallel, back to back,
with those on my friend's side of Francis Square.
Why, I wonder vaguely, did I go to Wimbledon
to look for damage, when I had only to wait a
few days before it came to me? Most of the
windows have vanished from the backs of the
Francis Square houses, but in Worcester Gardens